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Camels
MADE FROM FINER,
MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS

Give Camels for Christmas! There’s no
doubt about how much people appreciate
Camels — the cigarette that’s made from
finer, MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS. A
gift of Camels says: "Happy Holidays and
Happy Smoking!”
{right) A pound of
Prince Albert in a real
glass humidorthatkeeps
the tobacco in prime
condition and becomes
a welcome possession.

(above) Another
Christmas spe¬
cial—4 boxes of
Camels in "flat
fifties”—in gay
holiday dress.

(right) The
famous Christ¬
mas package, the
Camel carton— 10 packs
of "20’s”—200 cigarettes.
You’ll find it at your dealer’s.

l?rince Albert
THE NATIONAL JOY SMOKE

(left) One pound of Prince
Albert—the "biteless” to¬
bacco— in an attractive
Christmas gift package.

If you know a man owns a pipe—you’re practically
certain to be right if you give him PRINCE ALBERT
—The National Joy Smoke. Beginners like P.A. be¬
cause it doesn’t bite. Occasional pipe-smokers find
it’s extra cool. And the regulars think it’s tops for
mellow taste.
Copyright, 1937, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, North Carolina

I HOPE THE 1
BOYS KNOW THAT
A GIRL ALWAYS ,
APPRECIATES A <
GIFT OF CAMEL
. CIGARETTES 4

/ I BELIEVE IN h
ASK ME WHAT
GIVING MEN GIFTS
I'D LIKE—AND
.THEYCAN USE.SOTHE ANSWER IS
I'M GIVING THAT '
THAT BIG GLASS
> SPECIAL 1-LB. ;
HUMIDOR OF '
CHRISTMAS TIN Of'
PRINCE ALBERT
( PRINCE ALBERT <

[

YES SIR—1
CAMELS HEAD
THE LIST OF ■
WHAT I WANT
FOR
;
k CHRISTMAS '
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(Ebristmas (Homes to St. flouts
Times and places for the better things of the holiday' season

From today until January 2—-The annual Poinsettia Show at Shaw’s Gardens.
Tonight, tomorrow night, and Wednesday —
Helen Chandler, Estelle Winwood, and Bramwell
Fletcher in the last four performances of Noel
Coward’s Tonight at 8:30. At the American.
Tomorrow, 3 :45 in Brown Auditorium—Thyrsus
Workshop will present The Second Shepherd’s Play
from the Wakefield Cycle of mystery plays—one of
the earliest dramatic works in the English language.
The play combines “slapstick farce and a naive treat¬
ment of the Nativity.” Dick Clark will play Mak;
Jack Michener, Bob Bard, and Knowlton Caplan,
the three shepherds; and, in accordance with the
medieval practice of having all-male casts, Gene
Herrmann and Ed Monteath will play Male’s wife
and the angel, respectively.
Tommorrow night—The Yale Dramatic Club will
present —and for Yale at the Municipal Auditorium
Opera House. The Club will be accompanied by the
famous Whiffenpoofs, senior singing society, of
which Lanny Ross was a member and whose song
about the “little, lost sheep who have gone astray”
has been made popular by Rudy Vallee.
Thursday night and again the day after Christ¬
mas—The St. Louis Symphony Society will feature
Yehudi Menuhin.
Christinas Eve—-Without wishing to sound like
old fogeys, we suggest putting- a lighted candle in
the window and listening for carolers as you trim
your tree and hang up your stocking—and we mean
doing all of these things; the omission of any one
ruins the whole business. And, no matter what your
religious convictions, we believe you’d enjoy going
to a midnight carol service and then going out and
trying to decide just which star is the Star of Beth¬
lehem—for you.
Christmas—Eliot suggests making egg nog and
having your friends in, or making your friends have
egg nog and have you in, or making as much merri¬
ment as possible with whatever you and your friends
have. If you really must tear yourself away from
your presents and tree Christmas night you can go
to Brother Rat at the American, but it will be there
until next year (January 2), so there’s no hurry.
Incidentally, listening to the usually excellent drama¬
tization of Dickens’ Christmas Carol on the radio
late Christmas afternoon, with the lights low in the
room, the air full of the smell of evergreen, our feet
on a footstool, and our belly full of turkey and plum

pudding—that is one of the major thrills of o.ur
year.
Tzvo days after Christmas will find the Princeton
Triangle Club at the Auditorium with its produc¬
tion, Fol-de-Rol, the very name of which has a holi¬
day sound. If you’re depressed at this point by the
fact that another Christmas is gone with the snows
of yesteryear, we especially recommend the Triangle
Show.
'
;_J
December 30 and January 2—The St. Louis Sym¬
phony Orchestra will feature Jose Echaniz, pianist.
New Year’s Eve always takes care of itself—but
watch it; it may take care of you.
January 2-9—Stage Door at the American.
January 7-9—The St. Louis Symphony Society
will present Colonel W. DeBasil’s Ballet Russe, the
only genuine Russian ballet in this country, sup¬
ported by the entire personnel of the St. Louis Sym¬
phony Society. Here we have something! One of
the few things in our life to which we looked for¬
ward a long time which turned out to be even better
than we had hoped.
January 13-19—The Little Theatre of St. Louis,
Union and Enright Avenues, will present a special
production of Shakespeare’s Cymbeline. A chance
to see one of the bard’s seldom-produced plays pre¬
sented by a group on whom you can depend for an
excellent treatment.
January 14-15—The St. Louis Symphony Or¬
chestra will feature Samuel Dushkin, violinist.
January 25—The Civic Music League will present
Uday Shan-Ivar and his world-famous Hindu Ballet.
January 28-29—The St. Louis Symphony Or¬
chestra will feature Robert Casedesus, pianist.
January 30—February 6—Room Service at the
American.
Beginning February 1—The annual Exhibition of
Paintings by American Artists. A special jury has
made the selections for this show from the works
of the greatest living artists in the country. Eliot’s
Associate Editor Martyl Schweig has been honored
by having one of her pictures selected. At the Ait
Museum.
February 4-5—The St. Louis Symphony Orches¬
tra will feature Albert Stoessel, guest conductor.
February 8—The Civic Music League will pre¬
sent the Salzburg Opera Guild; the Guild, which is
on its first tour of the United States, is devoted to
the operas of Mozart.
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I’M GOING TO WRITE A NOVEL
by JACK PICKERING

F

OR the past six months I have been saying to myself,
“Some day I’m going to write a novel.” Why do 1
keep telling myself this—because I consider myself “tal¬
ented”? No! Because 1 like to write? That does have a
little to do with it. But here’s the real reason: it makes
me happy to think that some day I am going to write
a novel.

Why does this thought make me happy ? Because I ex¬
pect to achieve fame or make money with my novel, and
the thought of that fame or money makes me feel superior
to people who don’t expect to write novels? Well, that
answer may have more truth in it than I’ll admit.
But here’s what I consider the real reason that I am
made happy by constantly telling myself that I will write
a novel: while I have this idea, nothing unpleasant can
happen to me. Let me explain. Right now I am broke.
Being broke would ordinarily be an unpleasant experi¬
ence; but I think, “Some of the characters in my novel

will surely be broke. All I am doing is learning first-hand
how these unfortunate characters are going to feel so
that 1 shall be better able to put them across to my
readers.”
This afternoon 1 was out in the cold for half an hour
with only a light coat on. I was uncomfortable, but I
learned how the poorer characters in my novel are going
to suffer in winter. And several days ago when I was with
those uninteresting McGurks, I would have been bored,
but I kept saying to myself, “This is swell. Now I know
how the bored characters in my novel are going to feel
and what the boring characters are going to say and do.”
So, no matter whether I am cold, hot, hungry, tired,
sick, embarrassed, bored, stage-frightened, angry, drunk,
in love, or what not, I can always say to myself, “Some
time, in my novel, the hero, heroine, villain, or villainess
(or, if not one of these, certainly one of the many minor
characters) will feel this way, and I’ll know exactly how
he feels and shall, therefore, be better able to tell how he
feels. A philosopher would probably call all this a form of
“compensation.” Anyway, believe it or not, it’s why I’m
going to write a novel.

TO A FRENCH-QUOTER
You have so much sang froid
Some times I’d like to shout “Blah!”
At you, and you’re so damn blase
Mon dieu! I’ll kill you some day.
You are full of savoir faire.
(I’d like to grab you by the hair.)
You just adore the mot juste.
Some day, stupide, I’m going to boost
You off a cliff. Always saying mon ami—
Get that stuff away from me.
You are not so charmante
As old Miss Ertz, your maiden aunt,
And you are j ust as naif
As old Wahoo, the Indian chief.
Your dress, cherie, is no more chic
Than that of any Sioux or Creek.
Little Missouri mademoiselle,
Why don’t you go to—la belle Paris?

JM.P.
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INTERROGATION

For dishwashing,
Or sock darning,
Or cooking,
Are we married ?
What of feminine intrigue?
And fancy?
Did I desert Utopia
For broken fingernails.
—Kathren Me Kinney

¥
ABANDON

9
•iKht, 1937.
.Lorillard

A 4-Year Loafer
Graduates with Honors
Idling in the ivood 4 full years,
BRIGGS comes forth
as the world’s richest and
friendliest tobacco

HIS IS THE STORY of the
loafer that goes to the head
of the class!
Briggs is born rich. It starts life
as a blend of nature’s choicest to¬
baccos. Then it enters college for
a 4-year course in idling.

8R/66S..

For 4 long years it loafs in stout oak¬
en casks, getting richer, doing noth¬
ing! Just naturally maturing into
the smoothest and mellowest pipe
tobacco you ever touched a match to.
When it finally graduates to your
pipe, Briggs has been aged longer
than many fancy pipe mixtures sell¬
ing at $5.00 a pound.
At 15<t the tin, Briggs costs a few
cents more than ordinary unedu¬
cated tobaccos. But those extra pen¬
nies are miracle pennies ... in the
extra enjoyment they bring to your
smoking. Ask any Briggs smoker.

CASK-MELLOWED

FULL YEARS

I loathe you, berate you,
Kick furniture, curse a heart so soft as
mine.
I think about you, can’t help it;
Swear I’ll never speak to you ;
But you call from the garden,
My heart quickens, I arise slowly,
Deliberately open the door,
And rush into your arms—
So silly, but glorious.
—Kathren Me Kinney

¥
NEW YEAR'S

New Year’s comes but once a year
And whep it does we all drink beer
And whiskey, wine and gin
Then wonder at the state we’re in.
A. Ben Adam

—

CCA
eQ3-

GV

TkeJ

WINNERS!
ly JEANNE BRIGHAM

These are the gals who stepped ahead in the Swope Shoe Co. Hosiery Contest. The
idea was to see how many miles a pair of stockings would actually trot, before succumbing.
And did they ever cover the miles! Miss Gloria Ball, the winner, walked hers 214 miles —
Miss Evers running her a close second with 2051/2 miles to her credit — and 198 miles re¬
ported by Miss Huber for a glorious third.
We think Gotham knows how to make hosiery for the campus, don't you? The stockings
worn were Gold Stripe Adjustables, those grand affairs that are made to fit various leg
lengths as well as foot sizes, why not try them yourself — or see what a nice gift they'd
make, with a service record as well as slick appearance.
Swopes thanks all the contestants for their interest and co-operation in this unique mile¬
age contest.
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FREEI A box of Life Savers

DISINTEGRATION

to

by JOSEPH JAY EDLIlSr

A. K. Schwartz

for the following snappy comeback:
Med. Stude: You get disease germs from kissing.
January Shyster: 1 don't kiss for my health.

IG JOE was big—really big: big arms,
big legs, and huge chest. Joe had built
up all this bigness himself. It had
taken years of stoking, feeding a red monster
so that bridges might be built and so that trains

ALL RIGHT, MAYBE HE 19

YOU MIGHT HAVE

9WORT AND SCRAWNY,

BETTER LUCK IF YOU'D

BUT HE SURE TAKES

TRY THESE

MY BREATH AWAY/

$AVERS~tuey'd

LIFE

REALLY TAKE YOUR
BREATH AWAY/

might traverse the country. These years of
stoking had been followed by years of carrying
and hoisting. In other words, he had first built
up the shoulders and chest and then utilized
them. As he crawled the beams high above the
city his legs also had become stronger.
But now Big Joe worked on the assembly
line. He had been doing so for several years.
It was easy at first; nothing to do but stand
there with a wrench and tighten the two loose
bolts which stood upright and faced him as they
came down the line. But then Joe noticed that
he wasn’t using those big shoulders and legs
and that fine chest—instead, only his hands.
When he went home to Emma at night he had
pains in his wrists.
It seemed to Joe that the huge belt holding

MORAL:

Everybody's breath
offends sometimes...let
PEP-O-MINT save yours after
eating, smoking and drinking

those two big bolts moved slowly at eightthirty when he started work, but by eleven
o’clock he could hardly keep up with it. The
bolts sneered and scratched his hands. The shop
foreman complained. Faster and faster the belt
went; slow in the morning, fast at night, pain

What is the best joke that you heard on the
campus this week?

in the wrist, eyes dimmed, cut hands. Joe kept

Send it in to your editor. You may wisecrack your¬
self into a free box of Life Savers!

His hands were turning to steel—tool steel;
the rest of him was turning to iron—cold, dead

For the best line submitted each month by one of
the students, there will be a free award of an attractive
cellophane-wrapped assortment of all the Life Saver
flavors.
Jokes will be judged by the editors of this publica¬
tion. The right to publish any or all jokes is reserved.
Decisions of the Editors will be final. The winning wise¬
crack will be published the following month along with
the lucky winner's name.

his eyes on the belt all day. The pain got worse.

cast iron.

First his arms turned, then his

shoulders, then his big, deep chest and his
massive legs. Soon he was all gone. Joe was
no more.
In his place was a bigger man. He was fast;
you couldn’t hurt him. For a name he wore a
breast plate engraved “Monarch Power Tools,
Schnectady, New York.” Joe was unemployed.
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OR MAYBE A WHOLE BOOK
by HELEN HEWITT

J\. yfT ARTELLE, evening wrap sliding from her shoulders, closed the door of her room behind her and
leaned back against the white panel wearily. For a mo¬
ment she debated whether to fling herself on the bed
and indulge in a good cry or to undress calmly, wash,
fix her hair—find refuge in the familiar routine. The
family would probably stir around if she made much
noise, and somehow she didn’t feel like talking or explain¬
ing tonight. Better go quietly and numbly to bed, suffer¬
ing in silence. After all it was happening every day. Girls
everywhere were breaking up with boy-friends, and the
world still revolved upon its axis. At this very moment
some Japanese boy might be giving a slant-eyed debutante
the air, and what a difference did it make to the universe ?
But then it was afternoon down there, so even if he were,
it wouldn’t seem so tragic.
Martelle sighed, roused herself from her semi-reverie,
and dropped her wrap carelessly over a chair. Auto¬
matically she slid off her white formal letting it remain
crumpled on the floor. Then, after selecting a clean night¬
gown, she sat down at the dressing table to put up her
hair.
Martelle wasn’t beautiful, but men were likely to find
her bothersomely good-looking. She knew this, of course,
and on any other evening might have enjoyed realizing
and reflecting upon the fact. Tonight, however, the mere
thought was as ashes in her mouth. Instead, as she trans¬
fixed her dark ringlets sternly with bobbie pins, she gazed
indifferently at the attractive image before her and con¬
centrated on influencing the hairline.
Linger as she would over the face-cleansing process, it
eventually ended. So far her concentration had worked,
for she hadn’t thought of Don much since she had started.
She knew though, that once she relaxed in bed, the pain¬
ful memories would be rushing back. For a moment she
even considered trying to find further escape by doing
Monday’s French, but then she decided that would only
give her a headache.
Dabbing a bit of cold cream on her face, Martelle
crawled into bed and lay watching the lights of passing
cars make plaid shadows on the ceiling and north wall.
No use fighting thoughts that would intrude. Anyway it
was sort of bittersweet (as they say in stories) to lie there in
the darkness thinking about Don and what they had had,
and that it was no more. As a matter of fact, the whole
evening had been like the end of a story. Too bad she
hadn’t taken a course in creative writing. She might write
something about Don and herself. Well, why not? It
wasn’t sacred any more; everything was over. Perhaps she
might even become famous as an author, and maybe that
would help her relegate the whole affair to the past; she
could think of it almost impersonally, as merely an ex¬

perience she had once had which inspired a story.
It was romantic enough to make a swell story. And
certainly it wouldn’t be hard to write, for she could
remember every detail of their friendship—or had it been
love? She had met him her sophomore year, at a houseparty Paula George gave. She had liked him the minute
she had seen him, blonde, good-looking, with a twinkle of
devilment in his eyes that future acquaintance had not
belied. But even then nothing might have developed had
not a storm come up just as they had been starting back
from a hike to the cliffs that overhung the river. When
the downpour had begun, Don had showed her a rockprotected ledge on the cliff-side. There, in a sort of betwixt-and-between little world, they had sat for an hour
while the rain had battered not an arm’s-length in front
of them. Her curls had wilted in the damp air. She had
looked a sight, but he hadn’t seemed to mind. It had been
the most thrilling hour of her life. Yes, it would make
a good beginning for a story.
Martelle turned over and pulled the blankets around
her more tightly. It was chilly in her room. She wished
she could go to sleep. Somehow it was sort of ghoulish
to be thinking about it all so cold-bloodedly. But the
idea of writing a story seemed to hypnotize her. Things
had developed so fast after the houseparty that it would
make good reading. And wouldn’t Don be surprised to
see their affair in print. She wouldn’t skip anything. She’d
tell how they had dated in a whirlwind sort of way
because he’d always had some brainstorm—a new place,
a new game, a new thing to eat. She’d even tell about
all the scrapes they’d got into, how they’d almost been
kicked out of school just for.. .
Why didn’t these crazy thoughts stop careening through
her head! Martelle tossed and turned. She could get up
and get a Barbitol, but that meant trekking all the way
downstairs. She would write that story tomorrow. She
would even tell about that blonde creature who had nearly
upset the apple-cart last summer. It had been pretty bad
there for a while when Don had been seen everywhere
with the blonde and Martelle had been practically de¬
serted. Still it would work the eternal triangle into the
story, which might be a good point. Even that rift between
them had been mended—after a time.
But now everything was washed up. Silly sort of an
ending, too—a Quarrel about the dance last night. Well,
it had started out about the dance and her partners, but
before she had jumped out of the car the conversation
had covered everything from last summer’s blonde to the
boy friend she had had in eighth grade. What a mess!
But she was definitely through this time and so was he.
What was it she had learned in Psych. ? That people are
(Continued on page 19)
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ELIOT’S

QUEEN

MARTIN SCHWEIG

Miss

Betty

Pepoon, designated by the men of Washington

University as the most popular freshman co-ed.
And her train
Four other very popular freshmen co-eds, selected by the men of the
campus to be maids-of-honor (in alphabetical order): Miss Jane
Allen, Miss Betty Graham, Miss Edith Marsalek,
Miss Betty Steinmeyer.

j
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ARE COLLEGE FRATERNITIES WORTHWHILE?
ANONYMOUS

N recent years college fraternities and
sororities have become conspicuous adjuncts
to most of our colleges and universities.
In many institutions fraternities have been encour¬
aged by the faculties. Frequently, these social or¬
ganizations receive much favorable commendation
in official catalogs and other college literature. They
are often put upon a pedestal of high idealism.
Viewed objectively, do they actually deserve any
such encomium? Most fraternity members would
probably answer in the affirmative automatically.
I wish to take a contrary view and shall enumerate
a few reasons why I shink college fraternities are
superfluous and even harmful additions to modern
higher education. Lest the reader think that I am
taking an opportunity to disparage these organiza¬
tions merely because of a personal grudge, I would
like to say that I received “bids” to the three highest
ranking national sororities and was subsequently
initiated into the sorority of my choice. It was after
I became familiar with the inner-workings of the
Greek-letter organizations that I became disap¬
pointed in the entire system.
I have observed that the gullible freshman enters
college with an exaggerated idea of the importance
of fraternities. The freshman cannot be blamed for
this idea. All his life he has heard “inspiring” and
hypocritical “pep” talks forced upon him by his older
friends and acquaintances who are fraternity mem¬
bers. If he believes all that he is told (and he usu¬
ally does), he begins to think that fraternity mem¬
bership is the most vital element in a college career.
Some time before he even registers as a freshman,
rushing begins. It carries him through a strange,
pseudo-festive period leading up to the great day
when bids come out. My experience has been that,
for the majority of freshmen, this day, instead of
being one of happiness, is one of intense and bitter
disappointment. The rushee either does not get a bid
to the fraternity of his choice or he gets no bid at
all. Now everyone knows that fraternities are sup¬
posed to be select, but why does the freshman not
get the bid he desires ? Has he been blackballed for
a justifiable reason? Not at all, except in compara¬
tively few instances. Most blackballs are tossed into
the box as a result of superficial personal judgment
or petty ill-feeling. As a result of the keen disap¬
pointment felt by many rushees, various important
personal problems arise. I have known several stu¬
dents who, in four years of college life, never suc¬
ceeded in happily adjusting themselves to their en¬
vironment because they had not received bids to the
social organizations of their choice. I have known
others who actually stopped college for the same

reason. It is true that these extreme cases of mal¬
adjustment are rather rare, but they are indicative
of a far greater number of persons who have ex¬
perienced ill effects from this disappointment to a
less degree. As long as freshmen enter college with
a warped idea of the importance of fraternities, the
same unnecessary consequences will occur year after
year.
The rushee who is left out, however, makes a mis¬
take if he thinks that everything goes along smoothly
for the person who receives several bids. The most
important phase of rushing (to the “Greeks”) is
the competition between fraternities to secure those
persons which rival fraternities may want. A fra¬
ternity will go to any length to steal a rushee from
under the nose of another fraternity. Unfortunately,
the rushee is made the goat of the occasion. First
of all, the rushee is “hot-boxed.” Each fraternity
takes the rushee aside and tries to make him promise
to accept its bid. All the known arts of persuasion
and bullying are used upon the confused victim.
Naturally a freshman who is desirous of being a
success in college social life will be in a quandary
as to whether to join one group and incur the ever¬
lasting enmity of another or vice-versa. The fresh¬
man may go through a period of acute suffering
before he finally has the courage to accept a bid.
If one method of hot-boxing does not work, there
are others. The rushee may lie offered various kinds
of bribes or may even be threatened. I knew one
freshman girl upon whom all the methods were
tried. After several sororities had succeeded in
keeping her in an extremely nervous condition for
several weeks, the girl made up her mind to accept
a bid. Unfortunately, the news leaked out. One of
the other sororities immediately did a little research
into the girl’s past life and unearthed an unfortunate
incident. The girl was actually blackmailed into join¬
ing the latter sorority. This case may. seem extreme,
but it is an amazing fact that such extremes are
resorted to.
The many deplorable consequences of rushing
methods are enough to condemn the college frater¬
nity, but fraternities have other practices which are
as much subject to adverse criticism as rushing.
The new member will usually find out that his fra¬
ternity is composed of small cliques. The only thing
which these cliques have in common is the name of
the fraternity. Consequently, he will begin to under¬
stand that the very ideal upon which all fraternities
are based—the ideal of brotherhood—is, after all,
only a minor consideration.
(Continued on page 19)
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EUROPE AT A NICKEL A MILE
The first of a senes of articles Lv Freshman Class Treasurer Boh

i\Lurch about a freighter-bicycle

European tour talien by bun and his friend Jim Orwig.

Part

I—On the Briny

ONTREAL is a
fine place to start a
voyage.
Leaving'
from there gives you the \
privilege of taking a thous
and-mile trip down the
broad, swift, and really
blue St. Lawrence to the
sea. It also gives you the
privilege of getting ac¬
quainted with the old
French waterfront section
with its narrow cobblestoned streets; its tall, green
shuttered, rock houses,
Drawn by Jim Orwig
which have been occupied
by the same families for four generations; its fish
market, crowded with boxes of freshly caught fish
and eels; its French-fried potatoes; and its street
gamins. The last two belong together in my memory
since a handful of French-fried potatoes is as good
a bribe to a Montreal urchin as a handful of pop¬
corn is to your little brother. And the purpose of
the bribe in Montreal is to get one of the little rascals
to talk to you — and show up your high school
French.
Jim and I had our minds more on ships, however,
when we were in Montreal, than on the waterfront.
And ships there were: small, squealing tugs; dingy
river ore boats; battered freighters; and stately
liners. Of all nations, but chiefly British, Norweg¬
ian, and Dutch. And with such names as Alaunia,
Duchess of York, Salairia, Kenbane Head, Ingola
—and most important of all, our ship, the British
freighter Mill Hill, just in from Argentina.
As I climbed the gangplank of the freighter Mill
Hill visions of tramp steamer life flashed through
my mind. I imagined a second Captain Bligh with
leather lungs at the helm shouting- for more grog.
In my “mind’s ear” I heard the whistling sound and
dull thud of a cat o’ nine tails in the hands of the
peg-legged mate. Cringing in the shadows of the
deck house would be the crew, Long John Silver,
Captain Kidd, Blackbeard, Popeye, Captain Blood,
Jean Lafitte, Wallace Beery, Sir Henry Morgan,
and Barnacle Bill.
But, once aboard, I find that the skipper of the
Mill Hill is Captain de Buisson, a short, peppery
individual with a fine personality. He is a British
subject from the Island of Mauritius and speaks
London English with a French tang. First Mate

Ellis is a typical seafaring
Briton—tall, lean, and hard
with flashing blue eyes, and
with a ready jest on his lips.
Second Mate O’Neil, of
Liverpool, is slight, elder¬
ly, and facetious. Third
Mate Davidson is a native
of Northumberland. Young
and boyish looking, he is
only twenty-three and has
been at sea since the age of
fifteen. Wireless Operator
Clune hails from Limerick
and is a large, likeable
Irishman. The crew is com¬
posed
of British seamen
aboard the Mill Hill.
with a few canny Scots
thrown in for good measure. The stokers are Greeks
from the Island of Cyprus while the galley boys are
Maltese. The crew total is thirty-one men.
Jim and I learn that the Mill Hill is a typical
tramp steamer; in other• words, she has no regular
itinerary but takes her cargo to its appointed destina¬
tion, unloads it, and then, if at all possible, takes on
another cargo which may be going anywhere; this
endless chain procedure continues until the ship is
in need of repair. The tonnage of the vessel is given
as 4,300 tons in Lloyds’ Register, and her length
is 370 feet. For the sake of comparison, the Queen
Mary is 45,000 tons and is 1,100 feet from stem to
stern. We are London-bound with 8,000 tons of
wheat, barley, and oats battened below the five
hatches. The freight rate on grain is high, and the
owners of the vessel will receive approximately
$50,000 for carrying the grain to England. After
expenses and insurance are deducted there will be
a tidy profit. The trip across will take about fifteen
days. Top speed is about nine knots, and the average
day’s run is 230 miles.
Life aboard this freighter is not the belaying pin,
salt pork existence portrayed in most of the sea
novels I have read. It is not hard; the food and
quarters are good; and the hours are not long. But
the seaman’s pay is very low in comparison with
shore wages. After the company has deducted a
certain amount for food, the sailor finds about twen¬
ty dollars in his hands each monthly pay day.
A sample menu shows that the food is plain but
wholseome: breakfast—oatmeal, white fish, pota¬
toes, bread and marmalade, coffee. Lunch—soup,
roast beef, brown potatoes, turnips, pudding. Din¬
ner—pot roast, potatoes, lettuce salad, tea.
(Continued on page 19)
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THE NIGHT THAT WAS DIFFERENT
by BILL LEUE
PART II
Last month we learned that Bob and Jean have just finished the
“ritual” of the Phi Sig dance and have just started the “ritual”
of going home with another couple (Johnny and Dot) when a
violent and spectacular storm arises. Johnny and Dot are annoyed
at the storm; Bob loves it—it is a relief to him from “silly, safe,
conventional” modern life; and Jean—Well, Bob carit tell exactly
how she feels. Although he’s been going with her for some time,
he doesn’t feel that he really knows her. But while Bob is en¬
gaged in these thoughts about Jean some sort of sudden, flashing
miracle occurs and Bob finds himself in a pleasant purple land.
And who do you suppose is there? Reader\ you’ve guessed it—
Jean.

“Let’s see,” mused Bob, “I remember a storm, a
very big storm. Ah, it all comes back to me now.
We were riding home from—uh, some dance, I be¬
lieve. Johnny and Dot were there. I remember the
storm was awfully bad—and, could it have been the
lightning ?”
“But, Bob, I don’t feel as if, that is—we're—we’re
all here. I can’t believe we’re really dead.”
“No, I don’t believe it either. This doesn’t fit my
conception of death at all. Of course, I may be
wrong. One never knows, only—I feel more as if
I had been transported to another world—and find¬
ing you here—”
“Oh, Bob, what can have happened to Johnny
and Dot?”
“Gosh, that’s right; they’re not here, are they?
At least, not right where we are—I feel strangely
as though we’re the only people in all the world.
I’m glad they aren’t here.”
“But something may have happened to them.”
“Something’s happened to us.”
“Gee, that’s right. I don’t understand at all, but
it is a wonderful place.”
“Do you like it Jean? It’s my world. I’ve adopted
it. I’m glad I’m here.”
Bob took Jean’s hand, and together they ran down
the gentle slope to the beach.
“Wheel” shouted Bob. “Gosh, I feel light and
free. We’ve struck off the chains of the world, Jean.
We’re free. We’re free.”
Bob rolled over and over in the sand like a small
dog and sat up looking a bit silly.
There was so much to see, so many new discov¬
eries to make, they hardly knew where to start. Like
little children they ran on from one thing to another
taking the simple delight of children in every new
and amazing discovery.
They marveled at the delicate lace-like foliage of
the trees. They picked huge rainbow colored blos¬
soms like giant bells, so big that Bob remarked:
“Look, Jean. From one of these you can make
yourself a beautiful flowing gown. These petals are
like silk. You can have a new one each hour of the
day, each in a new pattern and new colors.”
Jean laughed and picked a great fluffy ball, like

an anchored cloud and tossed it lightly at Bob. It
drifted high into the air and hovered a long time
above them in its slow descent. Bob shouted with
delight. He detached another one from its slender
stem, and holding it above his head he strode for¬
ward and jumped. The ball soared upward carrying
him with it. He Coasted some two hundred feet be¬
fore he lightly touched the ground. Together they
glided over forests and rivers in this manner. They
played games to see who could go the highest or
the farthest. The limitations of the world were gone.
They were no longer dull, heavy, brutish animals,
but light dancing creatures in a magic fairyland.
Everywhere was plant life in a riotous profusion
which exceeded that of the tropical swamps on earth,
and here there was no decay. But they found no
animal life. This troubled Bob a little at first. How
was the carbon dioxide supply replaced? But how
silly. That was necessary only back in the tedious
old causal world. What mattered cause and effect
here? Why bother to explain anything? He had
given up worrying about how he got there, so why
bother about lesser problems? They didn’t have to.
All that was expected of them was to enjoy it all.
They were the audience; they had nothing to do
with the sordid mechanics of the show.
They came out of a filmy jungle upon the beach.
They ran down to the water’s edge.
“Do you think it’s real water, Bob?” asked Jean.
“Nothing’s real here, thank God.” said Bob, “but
we’ll see what it’s like.”
Very gingerly he dipped his hand into the sea.
“It’s nice'and warm,” said Bob.
And so without further hesitation they went
swimming. The poor, shackled world would not ap¬
prove, but it was far away, and indeed, the thought
of its censure never occurred to them.
Slowly the light drained from the orchid sky. It
turned a dark maroon and the land was bathed in
a faint red light. They climbed to the top of a high
hill overlooking the sea and stretched out in the deep
velvet grass. They felt very tired now, but sublimely
happy. And tomorrow would be another day, an¬
other day of adventure and discovery—and of that
intimate companionship that had developed between
them in their few hours here. They gazed out over
the sea. It had melted into the darkening sky so
that it appeared'one vast field of dark red.
“Are we really the same people we were back
there?” mused Bob.
“It does seem so remote,” said Jean. “I feel so
much bigger and better, and all my little troubles
and worries are gone. I’ve never been so peaceful
and contented.”
(Continued on page 23)
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BAH HUMBUG
by WALTER MEAD
HE hall clock was striking eight as Tommy
wrapped a muffler about his throat and
grunted into an overcoat. He felt in his
pocket for the car keys, put on his hat and gloves
and took a little oblong package, blue and silver with
red ribbon, from the top of the piano. “Be back in
an hour or so, Dad,” he said.
The wet snow stuck to the windshield, and it was
fun skidding around the corners. He passed some
carolers singing “We Three Kings of Orient Are,”
and Tommy sang it to himself. He felt in his coat
for the package. “Well,” he thought, “Betty gets the
call.” Tommy was sure of Anne. So sure that the
glamour had gone. Anne had been waiting twice a
week since school started. No use wasting a present
on her. But Betty. Betty kept him guessing. And
anyway she was having her roommate for the holi¬
days. Might as well make a good impression. Visit¬
ing roommates .... well, anything can happen.
Betty answered the door. She was beautiful and
all that. Fickle, fast, and dumb. And, consequently,
greatly in demand. For the Betty type Tommy al¬
ways worked the playboy pose. With Anne, of
course, he was strictly the intellectual.
“Hi, Tommy! Merry Christmas!”
“Don’t be trite. Where’s the egg nog.”
“In the dining room, you big animal.”
“I’m not an animal, dear. I make love in all
seasons.”
“So does my airedale.”
“Hello, Mrs. James. Are you going to get plas¬
tered with me New Year’s Eve?” Mrs. James was
a fragile little lady, not at all like Betty, and Tommy
enjoyed shocking her.
“Oh, hello, Tommy. Come in here with me.
Somebody we want you to meet. Polly, this is Tom¬
my Hedges.”
A gay little girl, type four, with fluffy black hair
and a Brooks Bros, sweater beamed down from her
perch on a step-ladder and paused in the business
of flinging tinsel on the Christmas tree.
“How do you do, Tommy. You’re just in time
to work.”
How unfortunate. You’d really trust me on a
ladder?”
Mr. James, red-faced, fat, and jovial, the perfect
Santa Claus came puffing into the living room with
a tray of egg nogs.
“Oho, Mr. James. There’s a twinkle in your eye.”
“Christmas cheer, Tommy. Christmas cheer. I’m
feeling cheerful already. Polly?”

Somebody rapped at the door. Betty opened it
and squealed with delight. A huge fellow with a
pipe in his grinning teeth stamped the snow off his
bo'ots. It was Paul Gordon, his arm still in a sling
from the Turkey Day game.
“Merry Christmas,” he said, and handed Betty
a package. “Hi, Tom.”
“Hello Paul,” Tommy replied. “You would,” he
thought, “you big crud.”
Five minutes later Tommy was discussing Ballet
Russe with Mrs. James while Betty and Polly,
flanking Paul on the sofa, gushed merrily on. Tom¬
my waited for a convenient lull in the conversation
and said he’d better be going.
“Glad to have met you, Polly. See you all later.”
And he trudged into the snow with the oblong box
still in his overcoat pocket.
The carolers were all the way up to the Parkway.
Now it was “Come All Ye Faithful.” Tommy
whistled a couple of bars.
“Well,” he thought, “might as well give the
damned thing to Anne.” Anne had been home for
three days and Tommy hadn’t seen her since he’d
met the train. “She’s so nuts about me now,” he
thought. “Seems like a waste of money. Hope she
has that sweater finished.”
He swept up the drive to the Carter house and
lit a cigarette before getting out. Sophy, the maid,
came to the door.
“Merry Christmas, Sophy. Is Anne here?”
“And the same to you, sir. No, sir. Anne’s out
for the evening.”
“Hmmm. Really. Who’s she with, Sophy, you
know?”
“Why, with that Thompson boy again.”
“Oh.” Tommy felt like a leaky tire.
He drove home wearily and put the car away.
“Well God damn,” he said to himself, and slammed
the garage door. He ripped the blue and silver
paper and the red ribbon from the package and
flung it brutally into the snow. The empty box
sailed over the neighbors’ fence. All that remained
was a silver cigarette lighter, naked and cold, which
he flicked several times with stiff fingers and stuffed
into his overcoat pocket.
“Silent night. Holy night. . . . ” The carolers were
just a few doors up the street. Tommy stopped and
listened. The snow was falling softly. “Sleep in
heavenly peace.... Sleep in heavenly peace.” He
knocked his toes against the top step, opened the
door, and went inside.
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The Cover

The painting which is repro¬
duced on our cover this month is
by Antoniazzo, otherwise known
as Romano, whose real name was
Antonio di Benedetto Aquilio.
Antoniazzo lived in Rome between
1460 and 1497. Art history stu¬
dents will be interested to know
that he was associated with Melozzo da Forli and Perugino and
that his works reveal medieval as
well as early Renaissance tenden¬
cies (according to the Art Mu¬
seum catalogue). The original of
this work, painted on a wooden
panel, is just one of the many fine
paintings of this period which are
in the permanent collection of the
Art Museum.
As for why we are running a
Fifteenth Century painting on our
cover, it is simply because we
found Antoniazzo’s conception of
the two main characters of the
g-reat drama of Christmas too
charming, and too representative
of what we consider the best
Christmas spirit, to resist. Be¬
sides, Art Editor FTelene Callicotte has made herself an expert
on medieval and Renaissance let¬
tering, and we could think of no
more worthy use to which to put
her talents than in providing the
accompaniment for Antoniazzo.
Football Quotes

J. B. Priestley, the English
novelist, gives his impression of
the great American intercollegiate
game in his Midnight on the
Desert:
'‘Yale played the Navy at foot¬
ball, and I was taken to the match,
the first I had ever seen. I made

little of it: a sort of murderous
chess with a grand carnival going
on all around it.”
Eddie Davidson, St. Louis
University freshman coach, in a
statement to a Post-Dispatch re¬
porter (the statement was run on
the first page of the Post sport
section) on the eve of the game
between our Cubs and the “Junior
Bills:”
“I got a tough bunch of boys.
We played the Kirksville fresh¬
men last Saturday, you know, and
four of their players are still in
the hospital. Fractured ribs, Brok¬
en hand, concussion—.”
Same Old Authors

There are many things to which
we could take exception in our
worthy sister-publication, Stu¬
dent Life. But our feeling about
most of these things is expressed
in the popular campus aphorism,
“Life is too short.”
There appears now and then,
however, something too glaring to
be disregarded. Such a thing was
the phrase “same old authors”
used by an S.L. reporter in an
article about o.ur magazine, and
revealing a most un-journalistic
disregard for the truth. The fact
is, of course, that four out of five
of our prose contributors had nev¬
er had any prose in Eliot before,
and one of our three poets was
new to our readers — not a bad
percentage of first-timers for any
sort of magazine, as investigation
will reveal.
Thanks, 201

Well, the 100% fool-proof
Freshman Popularity Queen and
Maids election (specially designed

by Managing Editor Hotchner)
is past, the tedious job of counting
votes is over, and page 9 contains
the information necessary to put
an end to all rumors, bets, and
speculation about this year’s big
five. And a mighty devastatingquintet the winners are!
Our gratitude goes, however,
to the author of Ballot No. 201
who wrote beside the names of
the sixteen, “I think they are all
just swell!” He expressed our sen¬
timents for us.
Comfort and Discomfort

It will be comforting- to those
of our readers who are struggling
with English 101 themes to know
that the successful word-slinger,
O. O. McIntyre, “taps awhile,
then wanders around the room,
drinks a glass of water, taps some
more, whistles, takes a fresh stick
of gum, skips through a magazine
and taps again. And “Odd” writes
only a column. (Did we say
“only?” And here it is ten p. m.
with our homework still undone
and the “Towers” due tomorrow.)
It will be no comfort to the
girls in the Quad Show dancingchorus to learn that, according to
a recent study, they will have to
work nearly twice as hard as the
men to learn their routines. Betty
Coed has rhythm, but Dr. Patton,
professor of psychology at Miami
University, has found that her bigbrother, Joe College, has a lot
more. The score of the average
coed was 39, while the Joes scored
67. That’s all right, girls, say we,
at any rate you’ll look a lot cuter
up there on the stage.
Mark of Distinction

The fact that Jack Cable and
most of our poets are way in the
back of the magazine is no reflec¬
tion on them. It means merely
that they were good enough to
turn material in when Eliot was
desperately in need of it. You see,
starting this issue, all of our pages
that have national ads on them are
printed in New York, and we have
to send in material which will fit
the spaces not taken by ads. And
they don’t want ends of things—
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only beginnings. They have to
have these beginnings, moreover,
two months before the issue comes
out.
A little subtraction shows that
two months before this issue was
just about the day we were mov¬
ing into our office and putting our
first issue into the press all at the
same time, so that we didn’t have
much opportunity to scout up ma¬
terial. Jack and Tom and Jean and
Dorothy, however, came through
with things for us to send to N.Y.
just about the time that we were
going to take one too. many aspir¬
ins. That is why inclusion in the
back pages of Eliot is now a
mark of distinction, and this
month, with bowed heads, we’re
letting pages 21 and 22 take the
place of the “Honor Roll.”
To Would-be Contributors

Although Student Life ran
this information very neatly (and
very kindly) in the center at the
top of their first page, we don’t
think it can be talked around too
much: Eliot now has a meeting
every Tuesday in its new office,
17 Brookings Basement, at which
it wants everyone to show up who
is interested in writing or drawing
something for the Eliot. Any time
between four and six is a good
time to get there, but tbe earlier
the better. At these meetings ideas
are slung around, so if you have
none, you can get ’em there. Good
and bad qualities (so far as Eliot
is concerned) in pieces of writing
and drawing are discussed without
any embarassment to the creators
of the pieces. Those who have sub¬
mitted things to us which have not
been printed can find out “why” at
these meetings. Those who have
never had anything accepted by
any sort of a publication can learn
how to get things in Eliot—with
work.
For Men Only

Our special women’s news cor¬
respondent makes the following
report. There is no need for the
girls to read it, but it contains
some facts the boys would never
have had an opportunity to hear
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about had it not been for Eliot’s
thoughtfulness. The improvements
in the Women’s Room in Brook¬
ings Hall, our correspondent says,
are a joy to every co-ed’s heart.
The little ladies no longer have to
wait in line to powder their noses
between classes; this year the
dressing room is equipped with
mirrors all along the side of the
wall. There are two new fulllength mirrors, too, which can tell
Betty Co-ed in a moment whether
she should brush that angora off
of her coat sleeves before meeting
“him” for lunch.
The new white marble drinking
fountain lends dignity to the room.
In former years the small foun¬
tain attached above the washstand
was a sour note. Moreover, you
(that is, assuming you are permit¬
ted in the room in the first place)
can really get a drink of water
from the new fountain; the water
doesn’t just dribble out weakly
and then trickle away before you
get your mouth near it; it doesn’t
shoot up like a geyser drenching
your face completely. The new
fountain is beautiful as well as effi¬
cient—a triumph of the plumber’s
art.
Next month, if the demand is
sufficient, we shall continue this
series with an article on the gad¬
gets in the men’s training room,
such as the foot-hardener for foot¬
ball players.
No Run Marathon ...

... is reputed to be what the
Indian pledge said when an active
told him to practice for the intra¬
mural cross-country slaughter.

But in this case it is a new kind
of contest held to determine how
long silk stockings will remain
free of runs in normal, everyday
use. That is why you’ve noticed
those ten co-eds doing all the extra
walking—not because they wanted
to reduce or build up leg muscles
for Quad Show dancing.
They were all putting miles on
their pedometers in order to win
the prize for the greatest runless
distance. The three winners are
announced on page 5. Our con¬
gratulations.
Secret Panel

The latest exciting secret which
we know is one that Associate
Editor Martyl let us in on. She
astonished us by revealing that
there is a strong metal cage in the
Art Museum basement and that
one of the squares of which the
gallery floors are composed is in
reality a secret panel—a trapdoor
—under which there is an elevator
leading to the cage in the base¬
ment. We know what your think¬
ing (we felt that way too when
we learned about the secret) ;
you’re thanking your stars that
you didn’t suddenly find yourself
carried through the floor and into
that cage one of those weekday
afternoons when you were all
alone in one of the Museum gal¬
leries—that is, all alone except for
that old watchman who kept eye¬
ing you so strangely.
Well, you can save your thanks.
The cage is to store pictures in for
exhibitions, and the elevator is
to get them to the gallery.
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ALDEN SETTLE

HIS, and not May or June, seems to be the
muse’s month on the Hill, the time for little
ditties carried on the wings of flitting ro¬
mance to be picked up hither and yon by those who
drink from the cup of love. “Orlando” Cosper is
the poet of the month. ’Twas on one bleak night
while sitting amid the medieval atmosphere of the
Law Library that “Orlando,” instead of briefing the
multitude of cases that lay before him, stared dream¬
ily out of the leaded window and from his fertile
brain there burst forth the flower of his thoughts.
On the table lay an envelope addressed to Sally
Chase of Mizzou—an envelope destined to bear the
tidings of his heart. And into this envelope went
the flower of “Orlando’s” thoughts; this choicest
morsel of the poet’s art:
From Your Roy :
Leaves burning in a pile,
Burn lightly for a while,
Then smoulder on for hours.
When a wind bloivs past
A flame blooms in the blast,
Then smoulders on for hours.
As a smouldering leaf, I lay
When you walked past that day;
Then my heart burst forth in flame.
Now the potential tire
Of my pent up desire
Awaits its wind to relight the flame.

But our lyric trend does not stop with this tid-bit;
there are others who have taken to the rhyming
quill. At the Gold-Digger’s Ball “Fishface” Bartmes, a Sig Alph knave, bore this poem on his cor¬
sage, penned by his escort, “Maggie-Pie” Simpson:
Please wear this flower that all may see
And knoiv that you belong to me.
But be real sweet and smile at all
So you may be Lc Beau dn Ball.

And lovely little Eddie Sherwood was sent this
touching stanza by Gamma Phi’s “Zazu” who want¬
ed to take him but he already had a date:

Please wear this flower if't can be done
Without offending anyone,
And can I hope you’ll think of me
You’ll be the only one I’ll see,
In spite of the fact that some one saw
You first and beat me to the draw.
—

But to proceed to more prosy news about the
Gold-Digging affair ■—■ Shirley Conrad took Miss
Johnny Hundley while Nellie Gray gnashed teeth
and such. . . metropolitan sight: Kaki Carruthers
and Kay Davis buying spaghetti and hamburgers
for their dates, Koken and Van Cleave, before the
Ball. . . Gil Lutz, campus prima donna, sitting at
home with his knitting while Betty Conzelman stagg-ed it. . . Marion Jack and Beth Brooking had it
all fixed with cute little Bob White for a late date
to go “eat sandwiches,” but Peggy Woodlock got
scent of the nefarious conspiracy and refused to take
demure little Bobby home . . . Miss Eddie Short and
Bee Clark had just the peachiest scheme worked out
. . . they went strictly dutch on everything. . . well,
almost everything . . . Bob Byars, the Hatchet cana¬
ry, was decked out in his very finest as he strutted
in on the arm of his sphere of lovliness, Gloria Ball.
Forsooks, men, enough of Golduggery and on
with news of greater moment. . .There follows a
startling tale concerning a feat heretofore unheard
of... a tale for the annals of Robert Ripley ... it
appears that “Pendergast” Black was having a jam
session in the Sig Chi parlor with a bunch of the
boys and their dates . . . the people were swapping
yarns right smartly when one tippy Siggy ups with
a story about some guy who swallowed a live gold
fish on a bet. . . Black was on his feet with a yipee
. . . “Yipee,” said he, “I’d take that bet too, if some¬
body’d offer me a buck.” . .. the buck came forth
. . . Black was backed to the wall... on the other
side of the room there stood a shiny little bowl, in
which swam peaceably the pride of the Sig Chi liv¬
ing room—three gold fish—by name, Sig, Ma, and
Chi . . . Over to the bowl walked Black, a man of his
shady word... as he dipped his hand into the bowl
(Continued on page
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INSIDE A GLACIAL CAVE

YES-AND I UNDERSTAND
SOME OF THESE RIVERS
OF ICE MOVE DOWN THE
MOUNTAIN AS MUCH AS

IT'S HARD TO S
BELIEVE THAT OLD
MT, RAINIER WAS A
h FIERY VOLCANO
IN ANCIENT
IT
TIMES
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•V/^-and JUST THINK,
NOW THERE ARE 28 ^
GLACIERS FLOWING FROM
ITS EXTINCT CRATER V
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HERE IS WINTERS ETERNAL WELL, DAD,^
SURRENDER TO SPRING.^ LET'S MAKE
LOOK AT THIS BRAVE
] WINTER FRIENDS
LINE OF FLOWERS ONLY iWITH SPRING.WE'LL
A LITTLE WAY FROM pr^BUILD A SNOW MAN

Copyright, 1937, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co.

TRY P. A. ON THIS
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE!
Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince
Albert. If you don’t find it the mellowest,
tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked,
return the pocket tin with the rest of
the tobacco in it to us at any time with¬
in a month from this date, and we will
refund full purchase price, plus postage.
(Signed ) R. J. Reynolds Tobacco
Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.

ALSO
TRY ROLLING
YOUR OWN
.WITH P. A.

pipefuls of fragrant
tobacco in every 2-oz.
tin of Prince Albert

‘hinge Albert ™

THE NATIONAL
JOY SMOKE
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FRATERNITIES

WORTHWHILE?

(Continued from page 10)

He will, also, begin to see that the main activity
of the fraternity is merely to prolong the existence
of the organization. Certain activity requirements
are made of each member in order to keep the name
of the fraternity before the public eye. Almost every
year a national or province officer is sent to every
chapter to urge the members to accomplish bigger
and better things for the fraternity. Campus poli¬
tics often furnish a fertile field of battle for rival
fraternities. Fraternity members specialize in politi¬
cal scheming to obtain places of empty prominence
for the glory of deal old X. Y. Z. In other words,
the fraternity system is a mad scramble, with each
fraternity trying to outdo the others in complying
with certain superficial standards set up by the fra¬
ternities themselves.
College fraternal organizations of today have lost
sight of the real purposes of college and university
life. They create marked social distinctions on the
campus, where, of all places, the ideal of social
equality should approach realization; they encourage
purposeless activity in institutions of higher learn¬
ing which, more than any other institutions, should
encourage purpose.
EUROPE AT A NICKEL A MILE
(Continued from page 11)

In addition, tea is served to all hands at three in
the afternoon and at nine in the evening. It seems
a bit grotesque to serve tea on a battered freighter,
but the bos’n claims there would be a mutiny if three
o'clock rolled by without the tea call. And Radio¬
man Clime volunteers the information that fisher¬
men in the trawling fleets drink two gallons of tea
a day while at sea.
But, in spite of the comparatively good conditions,
I find, by taking a straw vote, that every man aboard
expresses hate for the life—it is the loneliness of
being on a ship for week in and week out that gets
them. Yet some of the older salts aboard have been
at sea for forty odd years.
The officers call Jim and me “ Yankees,” and two
of their questions almost floor us. One is, “Where is
St. Louis?” Not one of the officers knows a thing
about St. Louis, its size, its location, or its import¬
ance. The second query is, “Have you ever been on
Major Bowes’ Amateur Hour?” Much disappoint¬
ment is displayed when we answer in the negative.
Each and every man aboard had firmly believed that
every American had appeared at some time on this
program.
The cabin adjoining ours shelters “Sparks” Clime
and his wireless set. One foggy morning I hear the
set crackling and dash in to see what is up. “Sparks”
is hunched over a maze of wires and, clutching a
pencil, is scribbling away at top speed. “Boy, oh

boy,” I say to myself, “probably an SOS.” When the
set becomes silent “Sparks” walks over to me with
a smile on his face and hands me a paper. I read it
once—then again. The captain of the freighter Kenbane Head has radioed the Humane Society of Mon¬
treal. The ship’s cat was left behind in the confusion
of loading, and the good skipper has just put in a
plea for the Society to take care of the animal.
While we’re off Cape Breton Island four large
whales cruise leisurely by, blowing and spouting.
These waters off Newfoundland are famed whalehunting g'rounds and once echoed to the “Thar she
blows!” of New Bedford harpooners.
After several days on the high seas we are feelingconfident that we shall weather the trip without get¬
ting seasick. After coaling at Sydney, Nova Scotia,
we are to shove off into the North Atlantic for the
supreme test. The wind whips across the decks a bit
more strongly than usual, and the Mill Hill is be¬
ginning to dance a little. I shall welcome the few
hours on shore at Sydney!
OR MAYBE A WHOLE BOOK
(Continued from page 8)

made to adjust themselves to situations or somethinglike that. A nice note to end the story on—psy¬
chology . ..
But she didn’t want the story to end. Suddenly
the enormity of the whole thing became clear to her.
Tears began to roll down her cheeks, and Martelle
buried her face in the pillow to muffle her sobs.
“Marty! Marty! Martelle, that insistent young
man is on the phone again. He said to wake you up,
that it’s important.”
Martelle, still groggy from long sleep, picked up
the receiver. Fifteen minutes later she hung it up
and hurried back into her own room. As she combed
her hair before the mirror, she thought of last night
and smiled whimsically at her reflection. In her
mind she was saying over and over, “Dinner with
Don tonight—a Russian one. Guess I’ll have to
make it a continued story.”
-- •
BETWEEN

• —BELLES

(Continued from page 16)

and drew forth little Sig, who shivered in the cold
of the unheated room, “Pendergast” called for his
bottle of mineral oil. .. he poured a spot into a glass,
put little Sig into the liquid, and downed the squirm¬
ing mass with one brave swallow . . . this, children,
is the honest truth and no cracks about fish stories
. . . it’s kind of convenient, though—for “Pender¬
gast,” who can now blame all sorts of things on
little Sig, while the latter tries to put up with hot
tamales and White Horse.
Now for just a wee visit with our Queenie and
maids in waiting (see also page 9) . . . Gamma Phi’s
(Continued on next page)
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BETWEEN BELLES
(Continued from page 19)

Betty Pepoon, upon whose head rests the newly
plated crown, shiny despite its hibernation in hock,
is still eyes front on her Pledge Dance Dandy, Busi¬
ness Manager Dusard, who seems to be managingbusinesses other than Eliot’s . . . Kappa’s Betty
Steinmeyer at the Ball with “Pendergast, Jr.” Ing¬
ham . . . pledge sister Marsalek is still doing a neat
job of keeping that dapper dictator of the campus,
Prez Bloom, under her right thumb. . . but says the
Prez, who is always ready with comment, “I have
nothing to say except that I am still enthralled. If
they build a new building out here ’soon, I shall rise
to my feet with the whole Council behind me and
insist in loud tones that it be known as ‘Marsalek
Hall, The Haven of Love and Beauty’ ”... Ain’t
love the almonds ?... Pi Phi maiden, Betty Graham,
should by now have in full view Gil Pitcher’s pin
which she has kept in moth balls until the popularity
contest ended, according to one report, which causes
us to wonder what has happed to Willie Stamm who
is seen waiting outside the Women’s Building in
snow and rain so many evenings just for the privi¬
lege of seeing Betty a little before supper . . . Jane
Allen, another Pi Phian, is having her troubles keep¬
ing Bud Skinner under control what with his run¬
ning off to Rolla with the pledge of a rival sorority
(the one who dragged G. Barnes to the Ball).
One more thing about our Newlie Crowned
Oueene. . . Betty had a date with Bob Lashley and
had gone upstairs to fix up real pretty ... in the
meantime, Pitts, who happened to be over, was very
busy talking to kid brother, so when Loopy Lash
slid shyly over the threshold the kid brother, greeted
him with, “Hello, Leo Dusard!” . . . From the Phi
Delt quarters comes this startling announcement,
one which will undoubtedly rock the institution to
its ancient foundations . . . “Desmond Lee is start¬
ing to date campus girls!” . . . imagine it!—or can
you . . . it’s quite the biggest sensation since they
abridged Webster’s. . .
Bud Barbee has shaved his moustache and is acourtin’ by Herbert’s Kay PI . . . The Gamma Phis
tell me that they have a delectable little number en¬
titled Mary Bass who hails from Minn., dates Fred
Houston, has a lot of fetching ways, and when on a
date can cackle like a chicken . . . this may be all right
as far as amusement goes, but sooner or later the
power of suggestion will get the date to thinking
about food, and then chicken dinners, and then it’ll
seem to him pretty much like a hint. . . Bill Berry
still has a host of women in his wake, who are eager¬
ly awaiting the time that lie will make up his mind
. . . to stop bothering them . . . “Igoroti” Lewis has
his brother Sammies all steamed up over his offcampus cutie, Betty Zerman ... I hate to say any¬
thing, Jack old boy, but you seem to be hitting

along just hotsy-tots with “Little Bits” Wilson . . .
even if she won’t believe the tale about “I only had
two beers” . .. While on the subject, Bob Diehl de¬
cided to become alcoholic t’other night, and got bluebuttoned on one bottle of beer.. . at Veskies, too
. . . Bucky Smithers is “real thinging” over Kay
Davis this time . . . Don’t worry, Murph . . . even if
you aren’t doing so very well with little B.B. don't
forget that Santa is going to bring B. Judd back for
awhile. . . or maybe B.B. shouldn’t forget it. . .
By the way, Jack, the Phi Delts are taking this
brotherhood business too seriously. They’re wolfing
on each other lately the way real flesh-and-blood
brothers do. Tom Losse, for example, a now-learning-his-dad’s-business Phi Delt, is seen with Isabelle
Andrews these evenings as much as Pledge Henry
Stealey. And, in starting his first campus dating
spree, Read Boles has chosen none other than the
little lady we’ve grown accustomed to seeing with
Kampus King Yore — Ginger Rasbach. Eleanor
Meier is being forced to make a choice between Evan
Wright, Bob Diehl, and Ernie Ohle—that is unless
she wants to go to Fee Delt affairs with a trio of
escorts (and all of this goes on just as rumor has
it that Jo Wilson spent the better part of two
month’s allowance getting one of these three gentle¬
men around at the Golddiggers’ Ball—the allowance
money being spent on candy, cigarette, and coke
bribes paid to various female “stags”). And just
as Bud Capps is trying to make up his mind between
“Schotts” Widen and Circulation Manager Alex¬
ander, Brother Shelton Voges complicates things by
getting a Christmas party date with Retiring Queen
Sally. Maybe all this dissension in the ranks helped
cause the ignominious defeat of the Phis at the hands
of the Kappa Sigs who were outnumbered (accord¬
ing to their figures) three to one. The reason the
Phi Delt freshmen had been ringing the Victory
Bell for as long as most students can remember is
that the twenty-five pound clapper had been removed
after each ringing and transported to No. 7 on the
row. Since the Kappa Sig quarters are now under
the Bell the present chapter saw little good in this
state of affairs, so following- the Turkey Day game,
a pitched battle took place on the hockey field as a
result of which the clapper now resides in the Kappa
Sigma rooms.
Informed quarters have it (as a journalism stu¬
dent would say) that a newly-initiated Theta re¬
ceived two pins at the same time, her own shiny,
new sorority badge and Dick Higgenbotham’s Teke
emblem. Congrats, Charlotte Fairbank, congrats.
Boss Bradshaw at the first Quad Club meeting is
said to have warned, “Night classes are still goingon in this building, so please wait, boys and girls,
until you get to the parking lot.” The team of “Cud¬
dles” Ley he and “Peanuts” Kraus is trying hard to
take “Beanie” Bryan’s place as Campus Jelly No. 1.
(Continued on page 24)
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POETS' PAGE
END OF YOUTH

REVEILLE

Jn a mirror, darkly, I have seen
Just such a person as 1 might have been

Name? Rank? Regiment? Number?
They do not hear.
Guns cannot break their slumber
Nor make them fear.

If I had not been blinded by the sight
Of numberless to-morrows gleaming bright
Along the broadening vistas of the years.
But now the light is fading, and the fears

Shrapnel and rocket flare
Burst in their eyes.
Dawn is a bloody scar
Across the skies.

That hovered in the shadows out of sight
Come crowding close to fill the hopeless night.
And in a mirror darkly 1 can see
Just such a person as 1 hoped to be

And yet in the tangled wire
And shattered loam
They sleep more soundly than ever
They slept at home!

Before I found to-morrow some strange way
So hopelessly entangled with to-day.

—Jean Macgregor

Blow for them, bugler,
Loud notes and clear!
Name? Rank? Regiment? Number?
They do not hear.

—Thomas Lanier Williams

WITH MILITARY HONORS

We carried ’em in on barrows and planks,
i'he dead that cluttered the trench,
And we laid 'em out in orderly ranks
While our bellies coiled at their stench.
THE NATURE LOVER

We dug ’em a pit that was ten feet deep
And we filled it half with lime:
Then we dropped ’em down in an orderly heap
While the chaplain mumbled a rhyme.

Why look for love to fill an empty soul?
Why seek relief from solitude in men?
To trick into submission is their goal;
They come, and flirt, and lie, and go again.

Oh, we washed ourselves and we scrubbed with soap
But horror clung to our flesh like slime,
For we buried our faith and we buried our hope
When we buried our brothers in lime!

The
Pall
And
But,

—Thomas Lanier Williams

perfect friends are birds and books and flowers,
mountains and the everlasting sea;
I could fall in love with woody bowers.
damn it all! who wants to kiss a tree?

—Dorothy Ann Moon
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A LOVE STORY
by JACK CABLE

..then Joe switched
to the brand of
grand aroma

H

ELP! Send for the S. P. C. A.

Notify theS.P.C.C. And let’s
start a Society for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Pipes! Smoking over¬
strong tobacco in a gummy howl is
a mean trick to play on a self-re¬
specting hriar. Clean it out and smoke
a fine, mild tobacco like Sir Walter
Raleigh. Fragrant. Slow-burning.
Blended of the finest hurleys from
the famous Blue Grass country. Two
full ounces, as only a 50-pipeful tin
of tobacco cotihl be. Try Sir Walter!

UNION
MADE

PREFERRED BY COLLEGE MEN. In a recent
survey by Self-Help Bureaus of25 representative
universities, students rated Sir Walter Raleigh
first or second out of 66 competing pipe tobaccos
at a majority of these colleges.
TUNE IN Tommy Dorsey and his Famous Orchestra
NBC Blue Network, every Friday 9;30 P. M., E. S. T,

Yes, she was beautiful. There was
no denying that. She was older than I,
by perhaps a couple of years. True,
she had lost some of her radiant youth¬
fulness; style and fashion had passed
her by; but life had lent her a charm
which was far more wonderful. As a
precocious youngster, she had early
experienced life’s joys and agonies.
She had been abused, throttled, and
misunderstood. She had already gone
a long way and still “got around in
the best circles.”
It was a case of love at first sight.
I could hardly wait until I might be
alone with this vibrant creature. 1
trembled at the thought of knowing
her, of possessing her, of touching her
quaking sides. With her I was sure
my virgin soul would find its full¬
est expression.
I knew she was Highty, frivolous,
and unreliable. She came from a long
and erratic line, but her progenitor
had endowed her with such a win¬
some, colorful personality that we
readily lost sight of her capricious
tendencies. For her I was willing to
make the supreme sacrifice of a
month’s allowance.
Thusl acquired my first dependent.
Our new relationship promised to be
very beautiful. But the illusion was
soon shattered when I found that she
was interested only in getting my
money. Within a week she had bad¬
gered me into buying her a new fan
belt. Then she began heckling me for
piston rings. This jewelry cost me my
stamp collection.
She belonged to the ancient species
known as the “struggle-buggy,” a
species slated for extinction because
there is too much struggle and not
enough buggy.
As our relationship became more
intimate, I felt the need of a pet
name. I couldn’t continue to call her
The Struggle-buggy; it was too for¬
mal. So I invented the pet name
“Shasta”, because s’hasta be pushed
and s’hasta be cranked.
Shasta liked the company of men,
many men, young men; and men
flocked about Shasta. Half a dozen as¬

sociated themselves with her and for
many months were her inseparable
companions. This friendship was the
very essence of co-operation. They
pushed her uphill and she carried
them down. She was temperamental,
willful, and spoiled, but I never knew
her to fail us on the way to a foot¬
ball game, in a parade, or on a date.
She always got into the spirit of the
thing. She loved to play, and she
played hard. But next day she always
had a hangover. She was tired and
sluggish and unusually hard to start.
If I could manage to start her, she
would get even by trying to break my
arm, or by chasing me down the drive,
or by pinning me against the wall
until I cried for mercy. Whenever I
got the upper hand, she was sulky and
scornful the rest of the day. Even
when she was feeling very sweet and
amiable, I’d work up a lather crank¬
ing her (She always seemed to be say¬
ing, “I’ll make a man of you yet!”
Then I’d leave her running while I
went after dry clothes. But she’d
nearly always take matters in her own
hands and uproot a tree, or terrify a
milk horse, or argue with a streetcar.
1 tried tying her down and placing
obstacles in her path, but these only
broke her spirit. She failed rapidly.
Charms eroded, body bruised and bat¬
tered, she was rendered unfit for ser¬
vice by a multitude of malignant in¬
ternal injuries. Specialists were con¬
sulted. There would have to be an
operation. Much money would be
needed. But she must be saved what¬
ever the cost. The process of rejuve¬
nation was to be accomplished by
grafting a Rolls-Royce body to her
sickly chassis and by mending a broken
head.
For nights on end 1 couldn’t sleep.
I awaited the rebirth of my darling
with the anxiety and eagerness of an
expectant father. At last they brought
her out. O temporal O mores! She
was all red paint and chromium deco¬
rations. Gone was her charming
naturalness, and, in its place, nothing
but artificiality and hard modernity.
I sold her to the ash-man.
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THE NIGHT THAT WAS DIFFERENT
(Continued from page 12)

“Yes, the limitations of human life are gone. We
have become gods. But we must have had some¬
thing in us as people to make it possible. I always
knew you were different from the rest, Jean, that
there was something deep and fascinating in you
that I could never quite discover. But I didn’t
dream you were as marvelous as you really are.”
“Oh, Bob, I waited so long back there for some¬
thing to happen, but everything just went on in its
changeless way. It was nice, but there was some¬
thing missing—terribly missing.”
“And I never knew you felt that way. I came to
find those evenings with you almost unbearable.
Now I can look back and almost laugh at myself.
I certainly took my spite out on everything and
everyone. I realize now it was the awful frustration
of seeking you in vain that made it all seem so un¬
bearable.”
“You didn’t seem to try very hard to overcome
it, Bob.”
“No, I suppose it was mostly my own fault, but
I blamed the world. When we were riding home be¬
fore it happened, I thought I couldn’t stand it any
longer.”
'•<’
“Was the world that bad?”
“Probably not. In fact, in spite.of this wonderful
place I almost reg'ret never seeing it again. Even
Johnny and Dot would have been all right if we had
made up our minds not to lie the way they were
and yet to tolerate them. I just feel sorry for them
now. They could never attain this paradise.”
“This is our world, Bob, ours alone.”
“Oh, Jean, it would be nothing if I couldn’t share
it with you. You'd make any 'place a heaven. With
you I could even go back and endure the world—
no—more than that—with you I could love the
world.”
Slowly the last vestige of light faded and complete
darkness closed in upon them.
Bob awoke gradually. Pie remembered, ah yes, he
remembered. He lay still for a moment yet. He
would enjoy the expectation. What a glorious day
he was awakening to. A new world and Jean to
share it with him. Should he open his eyes now
and be greeted by this glorious world? No, it was
too awe-inspiring. He would brace himself for a
moment. He started to take a deep breath, but it
ended in a cough and a sneeze. His nose and throat
burned. What! what! This wasn’t the potent per¬
fume he had experienced. But it was familiar—
sharp, a little sweet, but decidedly unpleasant. Why
it smelled like—like—anaesthetics. He opened his
eyes. The plastered walls were white and bare. The
light was bright and dazzling. It was the light of
the old world.
He gave a cry of astonishment and disappoint¬
ment. People came over to him. A familiar voice
broke in upon him.

“What’s a matter, Bob, been having a night¬
mare ?”
It was Johnny. He lay back on the bed and sob¬
bed. He saw it all now. It had been a dream. And
now he was back in the dull old world—and Jean
wasn’t really his. She was just as far away as ever.
Johnny spoke again. “Oh, come on, Bob. You
aren’t hurt, just shook up a bit. Damn close though.
That lightning struck right behind us. Knocked me
for a loop for a second there. Drove the old bus
right into the ditch.”
“Jean, Jean,” moaned Bob.
“Jean’s all right too. We were really worried
about you two for a while though. Dot and I
climbed out of the car and tried to get you out, but
you were both in sort of a coma, real white and
funny-looking. Boy, I was scared. I called the hos¬
pital and they rushed you over here. You’ve been
out cold for hours. Jean’s just come out of it too.”
Bob sat up. “What, Jean was with me then?”
“With you, sure, counting stars with you.”
“Take me to her! Take me to her!” shouted Bob,
“I must know. Oh, how could it be, though?”
They helped him to his feet, and supported by
Johnny, he was led into a nearby room.
Jean looked up at him and smiled.
“Jean, was it all a dream?”
She took hold of his hand and looked hard at him.
“No, Bob, for us it wasn’t a dream. Our world
has gone, but—”
“But we have each other,” Bob completed tri¬
umphantly. “Let it go, I’ve kept the best part of it
to make this world even more wonderful.”

PERRY PAUL

The ball soared upward, carrying him with it.
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OJltristmas tk pkrk (§kr
Based largely on information compiled Ly tlie Associated Press.

by LOUISE LAMPERT
O fat, jolly Santa Claus carrying a bulgingpack on his back slides down the chimneys
of the Italian homes on Christmas eve;
no snow coats the Italian world with a thick layer
of crunchy, white icing; no sleigh bells jingle out
a joyous Christmas greeting. The Italian Christmas
observance is very different from our own gay Yuletide celebration.
In Italy the Three Wise Men bring gifts to the
very young; the older children and adults receive
no presents. The gift-bearers do not come on our
traditional Christmas eve, but on Epiphany, Janu¬
ary 6. On this day the Italians have large family
dinners; eel, not turkey or goose is the favorite
Italian Christmas dish.
To the Italians Christmas is a religious celebra¬
tion, not a time for parties and fun-making. The
churches hold midnight masses on Christmas eve
which all Italians attend, Church services continue
all Christmas day.
The Scots accent New Year’s instead of Christ¬
mas celebrations. They never used to observe Christ¬
mas at all. Now they follow in part the American
pattern of celebration. But it is on New Year’s Day
that they display their real Christmas spirit; they
start by handing out Ne’erdays (gift boxes) on
Hogmanay (New Year’s Eve) to those who have
served them during the year. They watch the New
Year in with songs and ringing of bells and call
this celebration “firstfooting” or “letting the New
Year in.
The Nazis forbid reference to Christ in Christ¬
mas celebration. Nazi mothers and fathers tell their
children stories of Thor and Wotan instead of the
gospel story of the Christ-child’s birth. The children
receive diminutive machine guns, airplanes, and
bombs from the pack of Saint Nick, the Weihnachtsmann of old. No shining star of Bethlehem crowns
the Christmas trees. “O Du Froehliche Weihnachtszeit” and other old, familiar holiday airs are replaced
by Nazi fighting songs.
The Protestant and Catholic families, however,
celebrate the traditional German Christmas. Father
and mother decorate the tree in the dead of night
and keep it tightly locked in the parlor the day be¬
fore Christmas. At six, Christmas eve, the family
goes to church to sing carols and listen to the biblical
story of the Nativity. At the end of the service all
lights are extinguished except the candles on a
Christmas tree, and the congregation sings “Stille
Nacht.”
After the ceremony, the family goes home, and
father enters the parlor alone. When he rings a
gong, mother and children march in and receive

their gifts. The “Holy Night celebration” is exclu¬
sively a family event, and even intimate friends are
excluded, but on Christmas day friends and rela¬
tives pour into old-fashioned German homes.
England’s Yuletide celebration resembles most
closely the American Christmas festivities. There
are, however, several differences in the English
Christmas. For example, the English Santa Claus
is known as “Father Christmas,” and English chil¬
dren hang their stockings on their beds instead of
on the mantelpiece as do American children. This
makes opening the stocking Christmas morning a
more comfortable process than it would otherwise
be in a country rather lacking in central heating
efficiency.
The English church choirs hold great out-of-door
caroling sessions, singing traditional holiday hymns
for the assembled congregations. At midnight
Christmas eve the church bells ring. They are the
starting signal for the “letting Christmas in” cere¬
mony. The congregations scatter, each person set¬
ting out to visit his particular friends. The first per¬
son to call on a friend after midnight is supposed
to bring good luck and is presented with a drink.
Although Christmas celebrations in the “old coun¬
try” are different from ours in time, name, and
method of celebration, they are alike in spirit.

- • • BETWEEN BELLES
(Continued from page 20)

There is one amongst us who up ’til now has
baffled my powers for ferreting out the dirt... he
has kept his other life so well concealed that he has
actually laughed, laughed, mind you, at the Anastasian powers . . . the fellow is one B. Fiendsbelcher,
humorously called Greensfelder ... I have only to
mention that trip to Tulsa, however, and a certain
stood-up waitress and the Great One begs for mercy
. . . Auntie has triumphed again . . .
Sally Sullivan dividing her time between Doug
Maynard and Jack Carnahan . . . Mary Ramsey, Jim
Rowan . . . Galle, Reinhardt.. . Jack Lanza, Mary
Jane Siegel. . . Ernie Ohle, Peggy Lou Baker . . .
Dick Gruner, Genevieve Davis... Jo Wilson, Char¬
lie Mill. .. Hal Hamilton, Patty Williams . . . Carroll Donahue, Agnes Jane Gilliam . . . how do those
names look tog-ether?
Since last month’s issue there are many persons
who seem to be in doubt as to just where Auntie
resides. Well, despite your directions, friends, the
address is Heaven . . . how long this will be true is
quite another thing . . .
Mystically yours, AUNT ANASTASIA.

Yearly Resolution
My chosen crowd are young and free;
They revel in gay activity
And sneer at sentimentality
And things that are status quo.
They love the tavern and hotel bar;
They eat anchovies and caviar
And loofy a wee bit somnambular
As they sip their curacao.
But I m going to fool the gang this year.
Til refuse to indulge in their wolfish cheer
And locf myself in the atmosphere
Of my comfortable cosy den.
Til stretch my legs toward the glowing fire
And look at the ads in the new Esquire
Or listen in peace to a Christmas choir
And be myself again.
Til do some studying every night,
Get lots of sleep—and wont get tight.
Til return to class like a shining light—
Eager to wield my quill.
Til be as sensible as can be;
None of this gay night life for me.
Til spend this Christmas complacently—
Oh Yeah? LIKE HELL I WILL!
BUTLER BUSHYHEAD

